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CARPENTER 


I’m Christian “Chiseled” Carpenter, and I’ve got the hardest 
tool in the shed. 


| custom design and build beds by day and women fabricate 
ways to get in mine by night. Fancy hotels and ritzy resorts 
pay top dollar for what these hands can do. Ladies get a 
different kind of handiwork...strong, callused, hands with 
the skill and grip to handle a woman like she’s never been 
handled before. One tantalizing touch, masculine massage, 
and come-hither finger curl in just the right spot have them 
begging for a deep drilling... 


Until her 


She’s professional, smart, and has a strength I’ve never 
experienced before...the steel to tell me no. But I’ve got 
brass balls, even when | find out I’m her dad’s best friend. 


| measure her up, but she cuts me off. She’s bored by my 
attempts to get her under my thumb. | can’t concentrate, 
and now I’m getting glue all over my wood when | should be 
Sawing logs. 


She wants me to build her a sectional for her swanky spa, 
but I’m so for building a lot more. When it comes to being 
the perfect woman, she hits the nail on the head. She’s one- 
of-a-kind, and I’m going to do whatever it takes to make her 
mine. 


*Carpenter is an insta-everything standalone romance with 
an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


(Shanks, for reading / 





Gea yar exclusive freebies hia 


Get your FREE extended epilogue of Carpenter by signing 
up to my mailinglist. You'll receive an email as soon as it’s 
available. 











*If you already signed up, THANK YOU! You will get this and 
all future freebies automatically. 


Click the link below to get your freebies 


http://tinyletter.com/floraferrar! 


CHAPTER 1 


Christian 
ink and purple hues fill the sky. Interspersed clouds 
race over the tops of the silhouetted palm trees. The 
valet, all of about nineteen, rushes to greet me. | toss 
him the key to my Porsche 964. 
“Beautiful car, sir.” 


“Thank you.” 


“We see a lot of incredible cars here, but rarely something 
vintage in such amazing shape.” 


“They don’t make ‘em like they used to.” 

“They sure don’t.” 

He climbs in and reaches for the handle. 

“Johnny,” | say, remembering his name from his nametag. 
“Yes, sir.” 

“No more than twice around the block, okay?” 

A smile creeps over his face...he knows the game. “Yes, sir.” 


“The gearbox is stiff, so don’t force it.” 


“No, sir,” he says. 


| enter the resort. I’m pissed. Traffic in the canyon was 
packed, and there were car chases on the 5 and the 405. 
When | finally arrived in L.A., the douchebag trust fund kids 
just wanted to haggle over price. When they asked if | could 
replace the authentic Balinese teak with something cheaper, 
which | knew would just fall apart in a year if not less, | just 
stood up and walked out. No one would notice in their 
“exclusive” nightclub since it was dark, they said. Garbage 
in, garbage out. Not how | do things in regards to 
craftsmanship or the kind of people | allow into my life. 


| check in and make my way to my room. They’ve done a 
nice job, but it’s too modern and predictable. Sitting in a 
sterile box is the last thing | need, so | slip into my swim 
trunks and a T-shirt. 


My phone vibrates and | see an incoming message from my 
assistant, Jill. 


Well past five. Don’t you have somewhere else to be? 
Committed to your success, Christian. 

If there is one thing | can count on day in and day out it’s 
that woman. Mother of five, grandmother of twelve. The 
woman is truly perfect. 

Fresh start tomorrow. Please go be with your family now. 


Yes, sir. 


| may not have a family of my own, but that just makes me 
realize how important family is. 


| look over the client requests for tomorrow’s meeting. 
Damn, this girl’s got taste. She’s provided some mock-ups 
and even some simulations of just what she’s looking for. 
I’ve never seen this much effort put into an RFP for single 
piece of furniture. 


But this is no ordinary girl. Word has it that she’s an up-and- 
coming hotelier and doesn’t take shit from anybody. Her 
way or the highway. We'll see about that tomorrow. Right 
now I just need to blow off some steam, and the pool is just 
what the doctor ordered. 


| dive in and start my laps. The feel of the water against my 
Skin lower’s my blood pressure immediately. The pool is 
empty so I can go all out. I’m counting off the seconds in my 
head as | cover the length and then execute a turn and head 
back. It’s my first lap and I’m already on my best pace ever. 
Who said aggression and anger were all bad? 


| go at it for a full twenty minutes and slide out of the water. 
My heart’s pumping hard, but I’m not done yet. | need to 
Sweat out more of that brown L.A. haze. 


There’s got to be sauna around her somewhere, | say to 
myself, as | hunt the rooms just off the pool. Janitor’s 
Closet...Storage Room...Towels. I’m not having any luck, and 
decide to head back to my suite. And then my luck 
changes. | see a door labeled Steam Room. | walk over, take 
a big breath of air and blow it out just before | pull the 
wooden slat serving as a handle. 


| walk inside and it’s like | stepped inside a thick cloud. | 
feel the moisture immediately. It’s in air, on my skin, and 
quickly in my lungs. The perfect detox to a toxic day. 


| sit down on the wooden slats, and let my head fall back 
against the wall. 


Two minutes later and my trunks are riding up into a big 
mess. I’ve yet to see a single person in the place other than 
the receptionists, so | decide to go for it. 


| stand up and slide out of my trunks. 


CHAPTER 2 


Avery 


‘ve got a month to get my place up and running, and I’m 

way behind. I'm fully booked for Coachella and | don’t 

have much more than the foundation laid. It’s my first 

attempt at running my own business, and I’m not going 
to fail. 


| lay in the steam room, pondering ideas of how to pull this 
off. I’ve got some hotshot guy from Laguna Beach coming 
up tomorrow. He charges a pretty penny, but I’ve seen his 
work. He’s worth every cent. 


| told him | just needed a sectional, but | may have to 
increase my order tomorrow with the way the other 
contractors are dragging their feet. 


I’m flat on my stomach and I’ve got the side of my face on 
the back of my hands. The heat is intense, and mixed with 
the steam | can barely focus. It’s masochistic, but | find my 
head is clearest right after a good sweat, no matter how | go 
about getting it. 


| hear the door open, and my muscles tense. | have the 
reservation for this half hour! | open my mouth to ward off 
the intruder, but as soon as | see him my mouth opens even 
wider...aS in jaw on the floor wider. If tall, dark, and 
handsome were a drink I’d already be drunk. 


It’s super steamy inside, but I’ve been here over twenty 
minutes already and my eyes have had time to adjust...to 


everything but him. 


His body is as hard as the wooden slats I’m laying on and the 
same shade of light brown. He has that same kind of tan 
that people who use the four seasons as verbs have. My 
direct line of vision is thigh high, but my eyes are 
wandering. His chest is smooth, accentuating his perfectly 
sculpted pectoral muscles, which sit atop his twelve-pack 
abs. His arms have a light coat of hair, and are strong like 
tree trunks. He looks like the manual labor type, the kind of 
guy who works with his hands. His fingers are thick and 
long, not the kind you get pecking away at a keyboard all 
day. 


And his face. If GQ and Men’s Health had a baby it would be 
him. He has that look which makes him worldly enough to 
leave the third button of his shirt unbuttoned...not that he’s 
wearing one now. As a matter of fact, those trunks that he 
has on aren’t doing much to conceal the bulge. 


| sneak another look at his face, and realize it’s way too late 
for that five o’clock shadow that arrived right on time. 


He stands and his hands take a hold of his waistband. 
Oh no he’s not! 
Oh yes he is! 


His trunks slide down the outside of his legs and he steps 
out of them. 


Five feet in front of me is the most perfect, most defined, 
cutest and sexiest at the same time, derrière | have ever 
seen...online or off. 


How many squats does it take to get one of those? And how 
does a girl get that one, for herself? 


lve been so tied up with this new spa, that I’ve totally 
neglected my sexual needs...not that I’ve ever really tended 
to them. But when you put General Good-looking five feet 
from my face, of course my lady bits are going to salute. 


| feel my nipples harden against the towel I’m laying on, and 
a tightening in my pussy. It’s looking for something to grab 
a hold of and it’s more than excited about the options 
currently available. 


But he’s not an option, because I’m holding out for Mr. Right 
and he doesn’t even know I’m here! 


He balls his shorts up in his hand and flips them to the side. 


Oh no! Please don’t! The wet, squishy sounding fabric 
lands right on my ass! 


“That didn’t sound right,” he says. 


He turns to look in my direction. | look at his eyes and watch 
them narrow as he tries to bring my side of the steam room 
into focus. People say I’m focused beyond my years, but 
right now I have full ADD...because just as soon as |’m lost in 
those baby blues of his, my own eyes wander further south. 


Three words immediately come to mind. D. Lish. Us. 
I’ve seen elephants on NatGeo that were less endowed. And 
not only does he have the length, but he’s got the gorgeous 


girth to match. 


“Enjoying the show?” he asks. 


A panic hits me and my mind freezes. 


“All quiet over there in the corner. Not about to say 
anything.” 


Another of those pretentious L.A. types. “I’m the one with 
the reservation,” | say. “It’s you who should be apologizing.” 


“That argument went out the window when you didn’t say 
anything when I came in.” 


“Don’t put this on me. This is a private spa, and for all | 
know you probably aren’t even staying here.” The jolt of 
anger from telling this guy off feels good and now that I’ve 
started | don’t want to stop. “And it’s you that’s enjoying the 
show!” 


He reaches forward and | feel my skin tingle. Oh my god, 
he’s not going to is he? 


His hand carefully grabs the fabric from his trunks. He’s 
careful not to touch any part of my actual skin. | see his 
eyes wander towards my back side and | use the moment to 
take another mental snapshot of his cock, which seems to be 
even bigger, and fuller, than before...and it’s not exactly as 
relaxed as it was a few seconds earlier. As a matter of fact, if 
his cock were a compass needle the point in between my 
two eyes would be due north. Jesus, he’s getting hard right 
in front of me! 


“As you seem to have noticed,” he says. “I am enjoying the 
show.” His eyes, which had wandered back to mine, are now 
slowly taking in my entire body like a long, slow drag of 
whiskey after a taxing day. His gravelly voice, slow manner 
of speech, and relaxed eloquence...even without his clothes 


on...tell me he’s certainly the kind of guy who would do such 
a thing. But right now it’s clear that all he’s thinking about 
doing is me. And all I’m thinking about is letting him. 


CHAPTER 3 


Christian 


naughty little girl like you needs to be spanked for 
what you did.” 


She slowly shakes her head no, but by about the 
third pass her head’s not going sideways anymore. She’s 
shaking her head yes. 


| cock my arm back and cup my hand. Her jaw slides back, 
as her front teeth cover her lower lip. 


“Such a naughty, naughty girl,” | say staring down at her 
ass. 


She’s got a big juicy booty that’s calling me like the Sirens 
called Homer. But unlike the ships they tried to crash along 
their rocky coasts, it was my hand that was going to crash 
down hard on her ass. And her body was smooth as silk and 
soft in all the right places. No rocky coasts here, only a rock 
hard cock that couldn’t take this anymore. 


She shakes her head again and my cupped hand meets her 
perfectly round globes. | watch as her ass shakes 
underneath me. 


“Aaaah,” comes from her lips and there is no question she 
wants this just as much as | do. 


“You liked that, didn’t you?” 


She shakes her head yes. 
“Tell me you like it.” 

“1...1 liked it.” 

“Tell me you want more.” 


“I want more,” she says, and my hand obliges faster and 
firmer than the first time. Her ass ripples again and it takes 
everything | have not to mount her right there and do her 
from behind like the animal that | am. 


“Tell me you want more.” 
“I want more.” 


| cock my hand back and bring it down to her ass stopping 
just short. Her entire body tightens in anticipation just at 
the thought of me slapping her bootyliciousness. 


She turns to look at me, and | see shock on her face. My 
hand completes the slap and her body obliges again. I’m 
playing games with her and she’s loving it. 


| move in closer and slap her again, this time leaving my 
hand on her globes, kneading her big beautiful butt that 
would put any Kardashian to shame. L.A.’s obsessed with 
those girls, but | want the real thing. Not some phony booty 
in Spanx. 


I’m working her ass with one hand and with my other | reach 
down and take her hand in mine, bringing it to my cock. 
She takes it, but her grip is strange, and it occurs to me she 
might not know what she’s doing. 


| remove my hand from the top of her little mitt, and she 
Slides her fingers and palm loosely along my shaft. 


“You’re not going to break it,” | say, and she tightens her 
grip. 


“Harder.” My head leans back and her touch feels 
incredible, but something’s still not right. 


| look back down and she’s staring at it like she’s never seen 
a man’s dick before, or that she doesn’t now what to do with 
it. 


My eyes have adjusted to the steamy room and | take an 
even deeper look at her face. She’s young, but clearly 
legal. Minors aren’t allowed in here, and | wouldn’t have 
approached her anyways if there were any doubt she was 
under age, but had snuck in. 


She doesn’t look like a foreigner on vacation looking for a 
tale to tell when she gets home. She’s clearly local. | 
thought most of the girls in this state were getting more and 
more promiscuous, but apparently not her. 


Something’s clearly off and she jumps up, covering her 
pussy and amazing tits with her towel and darts for the door. 


What in the fuck just happened? 


| sit back down and take in the steam. As much as my mind 
wants to forget the events of this entire day, | just can’t get 
this girl out of my thoughts. 


It was only a few minutes, but | could tell she was different... 
different than all these other Instagram Barbie’s that are a 
dime a dozen. I'm not one to dabble in drugs, let alone 


touch them, but | know plenty of places in and around 
Laguna Beach and Newport Beach where guys go to pull 
these girls with offers of pills and coke. Not my thing. Not 
at all. Woodworking is my drug, and nothing even comes 
close. Nothing until | realize | may have just found 
something as rare as a polar bear in the desert...a truly 


innocent girl. | suddenly feel bad that | interrupted her 
private time. 


And | feel even worse that | blew my shot with her. 


CHAPTER 4 


Christian 


ink Palms lot is worse than | expected. They’ve got 

the foundation laid, and that’s about it. | see a few 

palm trees and orient myself realizing the sun will set 

behind them. | guess that’s where they got the Pink 
Palms name. How original. | can already tell this is going to 
be a disaster...another exercise in low cost, corner cutting 
that I’d never stake my name to. | did agreed to the meeting 
so | step out of my Porsche and walk onto the lot, hoping to 
be out of here no later than ten minutes after the owner 
arrives. 


As | walk around | realized that this is almost a dream 
situation. The property’s here, the location is good, and the 
canvas is blank. There will be plenty of high-end tourists 
swarming the place soon. 


The idea of another spa, while overdone in Palm Springs, 
could work if they tried something different. | get it...it’s 
business. Just give the paying customers another one of 
what they already want and collect the cash, but if 
somebody had the balls to try something else they could 
really reap tremendous rewards. I’ve seen it time and time 
again. 


But it’s not my dime, and | don’t have the time. 
A car pulls up and a hipster guy jumps out. He’s way too 


friendly and his pants are way too tight...and too green. 
They make pants in green for people who aren’t in the 


military? | shelf the thought and extend a hand to greet 
him. 


“You must be Mister Carpenter.” 
“Nice to meet you,” | say. 


“How cool is that? Your last name is Carpenter and you're a 
carpenter.” 


Like I’ve never heard that one before. “Yeah, it works.” 

“I’m Chris, Avery’s assistant.” 

She has an assistant? Two people working on this and all 
they’ve got to show for it is a foundation? Shit show, not to 
mention she’s making me wait. What kind of amateur power 


play is she trying to pull? 


“Miss Anderson will be here in just a moment. She just 
stopped for coffee on the way.” 


| nod and go back to surveying the land. 
“Do you like it?” Chris asks, obviously not getting the hint. 
“It’s got potential,” | say. 


“We think so too. And the name. | love the Pink Palms 
name. What do you think?” 


| don’t have time for games, so | feed it to the kid straight. 
“Cliché, no?” 


| see his confidence deflate. “But it’s fun.” 


“Making money is fun,” | say. “Going out of business as 
another copycat business...not so much.” 


| hear the gravel moving to the side of me, and turn to see a 
Toyota Corolla coming to a stop. 


I’m ready deliver my “no thanks” as soon as possible and be 
on my way...until the door opens. And she steps out. 


“Fuckin’ A,” | say under my breath, but apparently loud 
enough. 


“Excuse me?” Chris says. 


| ignore him and watch her walk towards me in that white 
button down top, and sleek black skirt. | hear the crunch of 
the gravel and look down at her powerful legs coming my 
way in heels. Heels on gravel? That’s unexpected, almost 
as much so as the way she’s pretending not to know me 
after what happened no more than sixteen hours ago. 

“Avery Anderson,” she says, extending the same hand she 
was stroking my cock with not much more than half a day 
earlier. “Pleased to meet you.” 


Why in the hell was she at the steam room at my hotel last 
night? 


“The pleasure is mine,” | say, thinking back to how much 
more pleasure we could have had last night, and how much 
more pleased | am now that mystery girl has reappeared. 


I’m looking her dead in the eye, but she’s not flinching. 
Maybe she’s trying to put last night in the rear view as 
quickly as possible, just as | was this meeting until she 
showed up. 


“Here are some new Sketches we have for the sectional,” she 
Says, opening a folder and handing me three pieces of paper 
with heavier weights and better texture than those found in 
your standard copier paper. 


Maybe this Pink Palms thing isn’t as cliché as | thought. And 
my cock, which is as hard as the foundation in front of us, is 
hoping a second steam room rendezvous isn’t cliché either. 


| thumb through the sketches and realize there’s some 
potential here. I’m pleasantly surprised. “These ideas are 
solid,” | say. 


“Avery mocked them up herself,” Chris says. “She has a 
background in graphic design.” 


Her mouth tightens and | make a note of it. Chris apparently 
let something slip, and she didn’t like it. She likes to keep 
her personal life private, as do l. 


“Really?” 
“Yep. Rhode Island School of Design grad.” 


The name drop doesn’t go unnoticed on me. It may not 
sound impressive to most, but to those in the know it’s the 
top school in the country, beating out the likes of Parsons 
and MIT. From what | remember, two of the three Airbnb 
founders also graduated from there. I’m noticing a trend 
here. 


“The raddest school you’ve never heard of,” | Say, 
remembering their motto. 


Avery’s clinical expression loosens into a smile. “Family 
Guy, Talking Heads, and Good Will Hunting,” she says, 
listing off accomplishments from graduates of her alma 
mater. 


“And don’t forget Pink Palms,” | say. 


A small laugh escapes her, before she returns to her clinical 
state. “Will you be able to execute these sketches, and if so, 
can you complete the work within the two week time 
frame?” 


“| don’t execute. You can provide guidance, but the final 
product is up to me.” 


“If we hire you, then you’re paid to do a job,” she says. 


I’m watching her lips, imagining how they would look 
pressed against mine. Better yet, how that red lipstick 
would look smeared all over my rod while we really got down 
to business. 


“My job, as you call it, is to implement client suggestions 
into a unique, original, and eye catching piece that will last 
for generations.” 


“We don’t need an heirloom, Mr. Carpenter. We just need a 
sectional.” 


This is the point where I’d normally walk out, but | want this 
girl. “From the looks of things you need a lot more than 
that, but then again that’s none of my business.” 


| see her nose flare up as she opens her mouth to speak. | 
raise my hand, stopping her. It’s make or break time. 


“Miss Anderson, you have done a great job picking out the 
lot, marketing the property, and in your choice to call me. If 
you wish to work with me you must remember I’m an artist. 
I'll deliver in ways you can’t even imagine, but you can’t 
bridle my passion for craftsmanship. You called me because 
you wanted the best, and now I’m here. A good sectional, 
and to be perfectly honest an entire Balinese structure here, 
would separate you from the cookie cutter competition. In 
fact, with this structure there would be no competition. 
Clients would seek you out specifically, as the industry 
leader and expert, just as you sought me out. And once this 
Spa iS up and running you could double down and open 
more...franchise it if you want. All because you set things 
up properly from the start. From this moment onward.” 


| take a deep breath in and tilt my head. 


“Avery, you're creative. | can clearly see that from your 
mockups, but graphic design and woodworking are two 
different disciplines. You do what you do best, and I do what 
| do best. And if you really want to know the truth, it’s a lot 
more than just woodworking that | can offer you. Is it going 
to cost a little bit more? Sure, but you'll recoup it in sales in 
no time. That’s my offer to you,” | say extending my arms, 
with the palms of my hands up. 


| drop my chin, but maintain eye contact. “Unless there’s 
something you’re not telling me.” 


“Mister Carpenter, do you know who | am?” 


“Really? You’re going to pull that bullshit line that no-name 
Hollywood producers use when the doorman rejects them on 
a Saturday night on the Sunset Strip? And in the middle of 
the desert no less? Yeah, | Know who you are. You’re the 


trust fund girl who is about to make a huge mistake with 
daddy’s money.” 


My words hang in the air like the scent of the Santa Ana 
winds, as she shifts her weight from one foot to the other. 
I’m looking her straight in the eye, but damn if my 
peripheral vision doesn’t get a glimpse of those child 
bearing hips of hers moving side to side. 


“I’m not sure if you understand who is to profit here, when 
this venture proves successful.” 


“You call this oversized slab of concrete a venture?” 


“It’s the foundation. The one which you show up to this 
morning and say is all wrong and provide your unsolicited 
advice as to what we should do to fix it, in your opinion.” 


“Maybe you should listen.” 
“Maybe I’m not interested in your opinion.” 


| sure as hell know what she was interested in last night in 
that steam room. 


The thought of walking away is getting stronger, but | can’t. 
She’s pulling me back. | want to win. I want to help her 
from the mistake she’s about to make. And most 
importantly | want her. 


“Wait one second,” | say. | walk to my car and open the 
trunk. | bring back the manila folder and remove the rubber 
band keeping the papers in place. It’s time to take control of 
this situation once and for all. 


“These are photographs | took in Bali. | took these over the 
course of the last twenty years. | take multiple visits each 
and every year. | source wood. | travel the country. And | 
work with the locals to learn the newest, and oldest, 
techniques in their ways of craftsmanship.” 


| see her eyebrows raise as she thumbs through the 
photographs of the Balinese homes, tables, benches and 
overall way of life and how prominently architecture plays 
into it. 


“At this point | have no interest in building you a sectional. 
Frankly, | can’t see how it will fit into your overall plan, if it 
will fit at all. I’m not interested in your money and I’m not 
interested in who you are.” Something clicks in my brain 
telling me that is entirely wrong. All I can think about right 
now is who this girl is and what’s her story. “What | am 
interested in is cooperating with you to build the best spa 
and resort that Palm Springs has ever seen.” 


“Considering your words and your stance, cooperating would 
be the last word | would associate with the way you choose 
to go about things.” 


Chris types out something on his phone and places it in front 
of Avery. 


“Chris, why don’t you explain the true definition of 
cooperating to Mister Carpenter.” 


“Mister Carpenter, we may not look like much at the moment 
and although we have big plans for the future, our biggest 
asset is neither our current aesthetic or our ambitions. It is 
our relationships. One of the main reasons we chose this 
location was for the seclusion and privacy it offers. Sure a 


lot of places in Palm Springs say they offer such VIP levels of 
rest and relaxation, but how many truly deliver?” 


“So you know people? Everybody in this town knows 
people, or knows people that know people.” 


“True, but one of the main reasons Miss Anderson brought 
me on board was because of my previous career as a talent 
agent in Hollywood. | serviced those clients well during my 
short stint as an agent. My time in Hollywood may have 
been brief but it was long enough to win their trust, and 
they've already committed to staying at our spa during the 
Coachella Valley Music and Arts Festival. Our guests will 
truly be the who’s who of the entire event.” 


“No offense, Chris, but this place will be swarming with 
celebrities at that time. What makes you think your place 
will be any different?” 


Chris looked at Avery, who shook her head in the affirmative. 


“We have a contract with the festival. We're hosting all of 
the headlining acts and the top five actors and actresses in 
the world who will be attending.” 


“That type of contract doesn’t exist,” | say. “Not even in 
L.A.” 


“You’re right, there is no contract. There couldn’t be or else 
it might get leaked somewhere. That’s why it’s simply a 
cooperation based on years of trust and working together 
closely.” 


| don’t see the kid as a liar, but | also don’t know if he’s 
familiar with all the workings of Hollywood. They put 
multiple people on hold at a time and pick the one they 


want at the last second, leaving the other high and dry. It’s 
worth it to try and be the lucky winner. The PR is priceless. 


“Mister Carpenter, we can play point and counterpoint all 
day, but let’s get real. It’s my spa and resort and I’m the one 
who’s writing the check.” 


“You may be writing the check, Miss Anderson, but there are 
still a few people left in Southern California who can’t be 
bought.” 


“Nor would I try with someone who’s not interested. | know 
what | have and what | will see this place become in one 
month’s time. | just needed a deliverable that | thought 
would take no more than thirty minutes to sort out, and that 
thirty minutes is rapidly approaching. | need to find 
someone who’s on board with my vision. I’m moving forward 
on this in twenty-four hours, so please contact us if and 
when you’re ready to cooperate.” 


A cherry apple red Lamborghini Diablo slowly pulls over, and 
Slides in behind Avery’s car. 


“That’s my next appointment. | must be going now. You 
know where we stand. Thanks for your time.” 


She turns toward the new arrival, giving me the perfect view 
of her from behind. That same behind | had in my hand, but 
didn’t finish what I started. God, | wanted her so bad right 
now. | was hard just looking at her, and was even harder at 
how she just conducted herself. She was young, but she 
didn’t take anything, and stood her ground firm. Damn, 
what a turn on. A strong woman with the conviction and 
backbone to stand up for herself and what she believed in. 


CHAPTER 5 


Christian 

hiseled?” 

lve got my car door open and my mind is already 

thinking of how I’m going to convince Avery to let me 
work on her spa, when | hear my name called. No one calls 
me by that name except the guys | grew up with. My head 
shoots around, and | see him standing there...eyeing me 
over the top of his Ray-Bans. 
“Double Down Davidson?” 


“Ha, ha! How you been, buddy?” he asks as he wraps me up 
in a hug. 


“Good, man. How about you?” 
“No complaints, here.” 


“| thought you were still in New York, running that ad 
agency.” 


“Those days are long gone, my friend. Traded those harsh 
winters for the Cali sunshine.” 


“So you're back on the left coast now?” 
“Right where | belong.” 


“You working?” 


“Double Down Davidson doesn’t need to work 
annnyyyymore!” 


“You hit the Powerball?” 

“Better. World Series of Poker.” 

“You're joking me?” 

“You guys didn’t call me Double Down for no reason.” 

“Pil be.” 

“What are you up to, my man?” 

“Talking to these two about their spa and resort.” 

“These two? You're in cahoots with these two jokers?” 
Double Down has always had the biggest personality in the 
room, and being that we’re outside his voice seems to carry 
even more. I’m not about to acknowledge these two as 
jokers, especially considering how I’m feeling about Avery 


right now. 


“We just had some preliminary discussions about a few 
things. That’s all.” 


“Tough negotiator, isn’t she?” 
“She definitely isn’t one to back down.” 


“Got that from her old man.” 


| have no idea what he’s talking about. “Who’s...” Double 
Down leans back and sticks out his arms, his palms facing 
up. He tilts his head to the side. 

“In the flesh.” 


My stomach drops and | feel all the weight in my body go 
towards my feet. I’m deflated. “You don’t have any kids?” 


“None that | knew about...until last year.” 

“You're joking me?” 

“Nope! Best Christmas surprise | ever got.” 

“Come on, man. You’re pulling my leg.” 

“Show him your mole pattern, honey,” Double Down says, 
turning towards Avery, as he pulls the collar of his white V- 
neck to the side and reveals something that looks like 
Orion’s Belt on his collarbone. 

“Dad, please,” Avery says. 

“Dad?” | say, looking at her. 

“Yes, Mister Carpenter. As he told you, he’s my father.” 
“Mister Carpenter!” Double Down bursts out. “You’ve got to 
be shitting me! Call him Chiseled, or maybe better to just 
go with Christian, although | don’t recall ever remembering 


him going to church.” 


“I think that’s why they gave me the name, to offset all the 
crazy things | did as a kid.” 


“Kid. Come on, man. We're not even forty yet.” 

“Six months is close enough.” 

“Hog wash. You're only as old as you feel.” 

As much as I’m enjoying seeing Double Down again, | still 
can’t believe Avery is his daughter. He must sense my mind 


IS Spinning. 


“Come on. Let’s all head down to the diner in town and 
catch up over fried eggs and bacon.” 


| don’t say anything. 


“Don’t tell me you got some celebrity lining up to discuss 
furniture with you this morning?” 


“No.” 
“Hot date down there in Laguna Beach?” 

| see Avery’s ears perk up out of the corner of my eye. 
“Not that either.” 


| see her shoulders fall, as she exhales a sigh of relief at my 
answer. 


“Well, that’s a first. So no excuses then. Let’s go!” 


CHAPTER 6 


Christian 


walk into my room at the spa and fall face first onto the 
bed. What a day. | was lucky they could accommodate 
me another night, but | know tonight won’t be about 
sleeping. I’ve got work to do. 


| roll over onto my back and take three deep breaths in and 
out and then spring to my feet. | pull the piece of teak and 
my tools from my bag and sit down at the desk in my room 
and get to work. 


I’m determined to show Avery just how much care and 
attention to detail | put into everything | do. | noticed that 
she had one of those super simple key chains. While | like 
the idea of simplicity, | know it could be much more 
elegant. It needs to match the kind of girl she is. 


| run back out to my car and get my table lamp and get back 
to work inside. 


Three hours later and I’m halfway though. Luckily | had 
been able to only have a single drink all day, much to the 
dismay of her father, Doug. He was in full catch up mode, 
but | couldn’t let my excitement to see him again override 
my growing fascination with his daughter. 


Three more hours and I’m done. It’s five a.m. and | can get 
some sleep before my eight a.m. with Avery. Her dad had 
eased some of the tension between us, but inserted a new 
kind of tension in doing so. The good news was | had 


another shot to sit down with her, and suggest my entire 
plan. The bad news was she was my best friend from 
childhood’s daughter. 


| strip down and pull the comforter off the bed. | lie on my 
back and take a few deep breaths to put my body into sleep 
mode. 


Who am I fooling? There’s no way this is going to work. 


| should be dead tired, but | can’t sleep. | can feel the need 
to rest in my body, but my mind is focused on her. 


| reach my hand over and put it on my chest. My heart 
rate’s elevated. Damn, what was this girl doing to me? 


| put my palms flat on the bed and slid them under my legs. 
Not more than a minute later and they were wandering. 


My palm grazes my groin before wrapping around my shaft. 
I’m already hard, and know this isn’t going to take long. 


| slowly begin stroking my shaft as | move my hips up and 
back. | close my eyes and picture that beautiful woman I'd 
seen in the steam room the night before. Avery. | imagined 
slapping her ass again and watching the force from my hand 
cause her ass to ripple. How those moans escaped her. 


| take a deep breath in as | continue stroking, beginning to 
feel lightheaded. My focus switches to my meeting with 
her...how incredible she looked in her outfit, and how | knew 
exactly how she looked underneath. How her calves flexed 
as she walked on those high heels across the gravel. How 
her ass looked like the juiciest apple in the world 
underneath that skirt. How | wanted to grab her and take 
her on the hood of my car right then and there. How we 


could fuck, getting off from the excitement of the quick thrill 
just as much as the idea of possibly getting caught by a 
passing motorist. 


My focus moves to her face...how she was stone cold in 
those negotiations. How she kept her ground and stayed 
firm. She was unlike any woman | had ever negotiated with 
before. She didn’t come across as a hard ass, and it wasn’t 
for show. There was no boardroom to impress. She was firm, 
but feminine at the same time. It wasn’t a game of cat and 
mouse. It was two giant cheetahs hissing back and forth, as 
they do before they mate. 


All | could think about was that ruby red lipstick and how her 
mouth moved when she spoke. | wanted to slide my dick in 
and feel those lips wrapped around my shaft. To hear the 
popping sound as the head of my prick pulled out of her 
mouth like a giant lollipop. How she would hunger for me. 
How she would stroke me as she sucked me right then and 
there in the hot morning sun. The cool desert breeze on my 
skin and the wetness of her mouth on my cock. 


How she would look up at me with those same bedroom eyes 
she negotiates with. How she looks so powerful and so 
seductive at the same time. 


How | would cum so hard in her mouth and how she wouldn’t 
spill a drop. 


| felt my body lurch forward and | sat up in bed as I shot a 
load clear off the bed and onto the carpet. A second blast 
came just as powerful as the first, followed by a third and a 
fourth. A few more shots and | was beat. | fell back onto the 
sheets and closed my eyes. 


If just fantasizing about her felt this good | could only 
imagine how the real thing was going to feel. 


| needed her and | was going to have her, no matter what. 


CHAPTER 7 


Christian 
hear a noise, but it doesn’t register. 


“You in there buddy? Let’s get a run in before your 
meeting.” 


Shit! It’s Doug. 


| look at the alarm clock, which reads 7:30. Either the wake- 
up call hadn’t come or | had slept right through it. 


| get out of bed and bounce from one wall to the other as | 
try to clear the cobwebs from my head. 


| grab the first towel | can find in the bathroom and wrap 
myself in it. 


| open the door, and there stands Doug. He’s way too happy 
and way too excited for 7:30 in the morning. 


“Come on, man! We can get in a mile or two before the day 
begins. Before the temps soar. What do you say?” 


My eyes are barely open, but | can still see the guy jogging 
in place in the hallway. 


“Just about to take a shower. Can I get a rain check?” 


“Did you lose a step while | was in New York?” 


“Maybe two,” | say. 
“Tomorrow, then. No excuses.” 
| nod and slide the door shut. 


The cold water from the shower does as best as it can to 
wake me, but it’s not helping. 


| finish up and walk back into the living room. I notice 
something on the carpet and remember what happened 
before | fell asleep. | survey the room and wonder how | was 
able to release such a load. There’s only one answer. Avery. 


By eight o’clock I’m down by the pool ready for our 
meeting. Doug suggested we meet somewhere more 
relaxing, where we could sit side-by-side and not the 
standard across the table business position, where conflict 
more easily arises. 


| sit in my trunks, and stare out across the water. The 
Sparkle is too bright and | slide on my sunglasses. My timing 
couldn’t be better as | see her coming out of the 
passageway. 


She’s wearing a one-piece red swimsuit, covered with a 
white linen cover-up. She’s got on oversized dark 
sunglasses, which match her hair and features perfectly. 
She may be wearing flip-flops but she moves just as 
elegantly as she did the day before in those heels. 


| stand to greet her, keeping the magazine | was pretending 
to read strategically placed over my junk, which is already 
firming with a quickness. 


Damn, this girl affects me like no other. 


“Good morning, Miss Anderson,” | Say. 


“Good morning, Christian. And if you don’t mind, let’s go 
with first names today. It feels more...personal. Less... 
combative.” 


“I like that idea,” | say, confirming her idea and all the ideas 
in my head that are swirling around in regards to the things | 
want to do to that body of hers. 


I motion to the small table in the shade and she shakes her 
head. 


We settle in and order a light breakfast. 

“No Chris today?” 

“I asked him to work on some other things. | wanted our 
time to be...our time. So we could start over fresh, eye to 


eye.” 


“I like your plan, so much so that | brought a small gift, as | 
should have done yesterday.” 


| reach into my pocket and remove the keychain. | keep it in 
my palm, face down. 


“What is it?” she asks. 

| motion with my other hand for her to give me her hand. 
Her hand comes up from her lap and extends to the middle 
of the table. 


| place my left hand under hers, turning her wrist over so her 
palm is facing up. | feel a coolness shoot across the top of 


my skin when her skin touches mine. The coolness quickly 
turns to heat, and | feel a bead of sweat forming at my 
temple. Stay cool, Christian. 


| gently place the keychain in her palm and pull my hands 
away. 


Her eyes are still on me, and an inquisitive smile overtakes 
her lips and the corners of her eyes. In American culture 
emojis focus on the mouth. In Asian culture they focus on 
the eyes. You can fake a smile with your mouth, but you 
can’t with your eyes, and her eyes are telling me her smile is 
genuine. 


| like knowing that I’m making her happy. | watch her as her 
eyes drift down to her hands. 


“It’s beautiful,” she says. 

“Thank you. It’s your name, in Balinese script.” 
“It’s incredible. You made this...last night?” 

“| did.” 


“This must have taken a lot of time. The attention to detail 
is incredible. How long did this take?” 


“| didn’t even notice the time,” | say, which is true. | only 
recognized how much time went by when | stopped midway 
and saw the clock out of the corner of my eye. “And I don’t 
measure things in time, or in dollars and cents.” 


“I can see that,” she says. Then it hits me how my words 
might be misconstrued. “Is there an additional meaning 
behind that?” 


“Not at all, but | see how it could sound that way. I’m an 
artist, but to be a successful artist, you have to be a 
businessman. But for me the art always comes first and the 
money follows. If you turn it around it doesn’t work, not that 
I'd try or that I’d ever want to.” 


“That sounds all well and good, but you also have to make a 
living, right? And I know your work doesn’t come cheap.” 


“I live a low burn lifestyle. If | can swim in the ocean, eat a 
burrito from the shop close to my modest atelier, and surf 
and travel a little then I’m pretty much good to go.” 


“Pretty much?” 


Until now | was always good to go with just that, but now I’m 
not so sure. | can easily picture standing in my bedroom as 
the morning sun creeps in. She rolls over in bed to awake to 
me painting a portrait of her sleeping. After a morning romp 
in the sheets to get the day started, we head down to the 
beach to longboard. Where | live the waves are mellow. 
She'll pick up surfing in these conditions in a week...two 
weeks top. After an hour of surfing and playfully splashing 
water on each other, we head up the hill, just in time to 
catch a school of dolphins from our vantage point. We grab 
lunch and head back to the atelier where | do some 
woodwork and she runs her spa remotely with her assistant 
being the man on the scene. If there’s a more perfect way to 
live, then | haven’t heard of it. 


“I've recently...very recently...wondered if there is a missing 
piece.” 


“Please don’t tell me you’re another one of those people 
who's always looking to ‘upgrade.’ The latest car, the bigger 


house, the newest phone...and of course a new love 
interest...or more appropriately a lust interest.” 


“If that were how | went about my life would | put so much 
time into everything | do? | don’t measure it in time, but of 
course it shows. | do it once, and | do it right. Once it’s 
done | stand by it forever.” 


“Are you talking about your work, or something else?” She 
takes a sip of her orange juice as our croissants sit 
untouched. 


“Everything.” 


“And because you're such a perfectionist, if | can say it like 
that, that explains why you haven’t been able to settle down 
with the right woman.” 


“I don’t believe in settling down. | hate that word. 
Everything about it sounds like a compromise to both 
people’s happiness. The life we dream about as children. If 
you find the right person, there is no compromise. There is 
no settling. Everything just flows, like the ocean over the 
sand.” 


“Where do you come up with these lines?” 

“They're not lines. I’m dead serious. | can understand how 
they might sound that way, but when you’re in touch with 
nature as deeply as | am you notice these things. You feel 
these things.” 


“And what do you feel right now?” 


“| feel you.” 


Her body pulls back. “You feel me?” 
“Yas,” 


A small laugh escapes her. She reaches down and takes a 
bite of her croissant, buying time to think what she will say 
next. “And how exactly do you fee/ me?” 


“| feel your energy. | felt it yesterday, and | felt it the first 
night we met.” 


“This | have to hear,” she says, putting her croissant down 
and leaning back into the conversation. 


“Yesterday you were all about power and class. You were 
professional, unwavering, but fair throughout. You knew 
what you had in mind and you weren’t about to let anyone 
get in your way. | admire that, and | find that trait very hard 
to come by. And | find it incredibly sexy watching you when 
you are in this mode.” 


“Mode?” 

“Yes, because the night before you were in a very different 
mode. You were submissive. You were exploring. You were 
living in the moment, unplanned and unprepared. The yin 
to the yang of yesterday. And then your logic and reason 
kicked in and you...shall we say...remembered who you are.” 
“Remembered who l am? Like | ever forgot.” 


“Not that you forgot, but you tried something different and 
you liked it. | know you did. | felt it.” 


“Let me guess. You felt my energy?” 


“| felt our energy together. The way you moved. The way 
you breathed. The way you responded to my touch.” 


No reply. She reaches for her cappuccino and takes a sip. 
“So you know everything about me then?” 


“I Know nothing, and that’s what fascinates me. As large as 
an iceberg is, the large majority of it is undiscovered... 
hidden under the depths of the water line. That’s the part | 
want to know. That’s what | need to know about you.” 


She laughs. “You know, ladies don’t tend to like being 
compared to icebergs, but for the sake of the conversation 
l'II go with it.” She takes another sip. “What is it...that you 
need to know?” 

“Everything. And that’s what excites me.” 

“Knowing?” 

“Knowing and the unknown.” 


“I’m not sure that makes sense.” 


“Welcome to my dilemma. None of this is making sense, 
and that’s what excites me the most.” 


“But like most guys, once it does ‘make sense,’ meaning you 
get what you want, that excitement and exploration will be 
gone.” 


“So you’re not only Senorita Serious, but you’re also Princess 
Pessimistic as well?” 


She laughs so hard she reaches for a napkin to dab her 
mouth. 


“Well you certainly have a way with words, Christian.” 
“And a way with my hands.” 


“Fair enough, but what does that have to do with my 
business?” 


“I’m not talking about your business. I’m talking about 
you.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Avery 


his guy is either full of crap, a womanizer, or both. 
But then again maybe he’s not. 


After we parted ways last night my dad raved about 
him. Raved about his focus on perfection, but how it didn’t 
get in his way from unwinding and having a nice time. 
When he was on, he was on. When he wasn’t working he 
was the nicest guy. At least that’s what my dad said. As 
much as | love my dad, even though we just recently found 
out about each other, | still want to proceed cautiously. 
There’s just too much on the line here. 


| take another bite of my breakfast, if you can call it that, as 
a number of thoughts swirl around in my mind. 


“Maybe it’s better if we do talk business.” 


“Certainly,” he says. He’s not giving me much to work with 
here. 


“What can you bring to the table?” 
“I won’t bring anything to the table.” 
“Excuse me?” 


“I'll build that table, and from that table you'll eat forever.” 


“Okay, please. No word spinning.” It does sound beautiful 
at times, but | want it straight right now. | realize this and 
his thoughts of calling me Senorita Serious slightly agitate 
me at the same time they cause me to laugh inside. 


“I thought about this. | have the materials, the experience, 
and the know-how. | can build something that will blow the 
competition out of the water. Not just locally, but globally.” 


“You think so?” | feel my eyebrow rise at his gargantuan 
claim. 


“I know so.” He reaches for a napkin and flags the waiter 
down, who returns with a pen. 


He quickly sketches some designs on a small square napkin 
before moving his chair even closer to mine. He’s 
energetically showing me the sketches, but for some reason 
| don’t look. I’m just watching his face. His enthusiasm. | 
can see he has a real passion for this. He’s fully vested. I’m 
cautiously optimistic, but trying to lean more to the 
optimistic side than the cautious side. 


He finishes talking and looks up at me. | look down at the 
Sketch and realize | didn’t hear a thing he said. | was too 
concentrated on him. They way he spoke. The way his 
words flowed so quickly and passionately. The enthusiasm 
of his entire body. The way he leaned into the table to tell 
me. | feel his foot tapping on the floor. It’s the first I’ve seen 
him this incredibly vibrant...about something other than 
Slapping my ass. I’m not sure which I like more. The way 
this man made me feel inside that steam room, or the boyish 
enthusiasm he’s expressing over my lifelong business 
dream. Either way, it sure feels like a win. 


“I’m sorry, could you please repeat that?” | say. 


He does and | listen carefully this time. 


| lean back in my chair and go for another drink. | need time 
to process this. 


“So what you're saying is you want me to scrap my idea, for 
me to trust a man who | practically walked out on yesterday, 
and do this all in a period of one month...with everything 
riding on the line?” 


“That’s it exactly.” 

He doesn’t even seem to acknowledge the irony or the 
craziness of it all. He is so sure of himself and so confident it 
almost makes me wonder if /’m the crazy one for thinking 
he’s crazy. 


“And if you were in my shoes, what would you do?” | want to 
spin this just to see how he reacts to the lunacy of all this. 


“I'd probably be thinking of jumping into the pool...to cool 
off from what you're feeling about me, and to escape this 
plan which makes more sense than what you’ve got.” 

“You don’t even know what I’ve got.” 

“What makes you say that?” 

“How could you possibly know?” 

“California building code. It’s a matter of public record. You 
have to state what you’re going to build before you start. | 


took a look before | accepted your invitation.” 


“You're spying on me now. Great, even better.” 


“Not spying. I’m just not wasting time on projects | know 
aren't a good fit.” 


“A good fit for the owner or for you? It seems you're a lot 
more concerned about yourself.” 


“And by being concerned about myself, I’m better able to 
help you achieve your objectives too.” 


“If you’re so smart then why don’t you just do this yourself?” 


“Because | have no interest in running a spa and resort. I’m 
only interested in making it the best, and then walking 
away.” 


“So that’s how you operate. Wham, bam, thank you ma’am 
and you're gone.” 


“No. That’s how I begin...like a tornado, but | always deliver 
and always on time. | am entirely focused and once I’m 
finished I’m exhausted, mentally and physically. | have to 
separate myself from the work for awhile, and that being the 
case | couldn’t stay on to be involved with any openings... 
until now.” 


“What do you mean until now?” 


“Like | said, | want to build a table on which you'll eat 
forever. On which we'll eat forever. Sure, with my clients | 
do additional work and follow-ups as their pieces age and 
their needs change, and those relationships are solid...but 
I’ve never partnered with anyone before. That’s what | want 
to do with you.” 


“Why in the world would you want to do that?” 


“| just know. The way you handle yourself. The way it takes 
everything | have right now not to put my hands, and my 
lips, all over you. | want you, and | have to have you.” 


lve never been so pursued in my entire life. | thought 
intelligence in a woman repelled men. I’m not saying I’m 
the smartest girl that ever lived, but | pride myself on 
having a head on my shoulders...which is exactly why it’s so 
difficult not to lose my head over him. 


Every point, he has a counterpoint. Every ridiculous 
statement he makes, he backs it up with an even more 
ridiculous statement...which he backs up even more. But 
the crazy thing is his outlandish words actually make sense. 
It’s partly do to the conviction with which he speaks. | can 
feel that he’s honest, passionate, and truly invested here. 
My dad confirmed it as well, and he’s pointed me in the right 
direction every time I’ve gone to him for advice in our short, 
but wonderful father daughter relationship. 


“How quickly can you build it?” Shit, what am I doing! 
“Twenty days.” 

“How?” 

“I have a team of guys on Bali who can get started with as 
much as a phone call. I’ve worked with them for years. My 
word is as good as gold to them. A project this size, they'll 
have the entire city of Ubud carving on teak around the 


clock.” 


“You’re joking me.” 


“I’m not. They'll have it done in under a week. The shipping 
will be the most expensive part as it will be a rush job. 
That’s another week right there. That leaves six days to 
assemble everything here.” 


“Six days!” 


“My team and | can do it in three, but | didn’t want you to 
think | was crazier than you already do.” 


“Oh my god, this is insane!” 


My head falls and | exhale hard in the space between the 
table and my body. | feel his hand on my shoulder. His 
touch causes my head to come back up, my eyes fixing on 
his. He moves in closer as he takes my hands in his. The 
skin of his legs touches my cover-up. I can feel him against 
me, but | Know what I really want is to feel him inside me. 


His conviction already has me more satisfied than any 
pocket rocket ever has, and | haven’t even slept with him 
yet. That’s a whole ‘nother story. 


“Avery. You can do this,” he says, before pausing. “We can 
do this.” 


He slides in and kisses me on the forehead, before sitting 
back on the edge of his chair. 


“What do you say?” 


| realize that not only am | at that point that great business 
leaders talk about, that inflection point where your business 
soars or dies a fiery death, but I’m at the inflection point in 
life. He’s my dad’s best friend and he’s absolutely crazy. 
But I’m crazy too. Just enough to believe this can work. l’d 


rather go down in flames than run a business, and live a life, 
based on mediocrity. But there’s something inside me that 
tells me this is the moment in my life that just might shoot 
me into the clouds. 


“Let’s do it.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Avery 


was hoping that just saying the words would give me half 

the conviction he seems to perpetually have. I! was 

teetering on fifty-one percent positive when the words 

came out, but after | said them he showed me just how 
serious he was. 


We spent the rest of the day making calls, changing plans, 
and coordinating with Balinese people | had never met, with 
names | couldn’t pronounce, halfway around the world. It 
was a roller coaster of a day that had more ascents and gut 
wrenching drops than any day in my life...except one. 


Five years ago, my mother confided in me that she had gone 
to a sperm bank in order to conceive when she was ready to 
have me. She said it was a surreal experience, but not as 
surreal as the joy she knew | would bring into her life. She 
had a medical condition, which although not life 
threatening, could lead to problems conceiving later on 
down the road. She always knew she wanted a child, and 
preferably a daughter. She got exactly what she wanted. 


One day she asked me about some of the websites | had 
been visiting. She knew | was looking for him. She urged 
me to let it go, but gave up the fight after a few minutes. 
The age-old question of “Who am I?” is just too magnetic a 
pull. 


She explained to me how she drove all the way out to 
California and was able to pick certain features from the 


donor. She didn’t want to create me from a “menu,” her 
words not mine, but she at least wanted me to have a good 
chance to be happy, healthy and successful. 


She had asked for a strong, intelligent, and athletic man. 
And after the doctor said that wouldn’t be a problem, she 
had a special request...an honorable man who was good 
with people. The doctor nodded his head at her request and 
told her he couldn’t promise anything, but he’d try. 


After the delivery she returned to the donor bank to thank 
him and ask him if he was able to choose such a man. He 
told her he had bribed the nurses with flowers and 
chocolates and although they wouldn’t reveal names...they 
would tell him there was one man they especially enjoyed 
more than the others. That was my dad. 


Tall, dark and handsome didn’t begin to describe him. He 
was a surfer who rode waves bigger than the auditoriums he 
made laugh. When he walked into a room, he put a smile on 
everyone’s face. He was well traveled...so much so that he 
had met Christian in Bali, when they were both nineteen. 


Christian seemed to be just another Western hippie...sitting 
around all day cross-legged eating soup and carving wood. 
My dad found him unusual and the two went surfing one 
day. Through those waves they established a lifelong 
friendship. 


| had tried personal genome sequencing, Internet searches, 
and just about anything you could think of...until | caught a 
lucky break. 


| booked a trip to Bali one evening on a whim. It was a solo 
trip and my expectations were just to have a nice week off 
from reality. That’s what | told myself at least. | knew my 


dad was a surfer and a world traveler, and secretly | 
wondered if he had been here himself years before. 


| was eating rice and noodles at a shop in Ubud, and when | 
went to pay the woman refused to take my money. At first | 
chalked it up to incredible hospitality, but knew there was 
no way | couldn’t pay this lady for the delicious meal. 


“It okay,” she said. “Your father very famous here. He take 
good care everyone long time ago.” 


My Rupiah hit the floor and | felt goose bumps cover my 
body. 


“My father?” 


“Yes, he even bounce me on his knee when | little girl. You 
want see?” 


The lady took my hand and led me back into the kitchen. | 
felt like | was having an out of body experience, too 
incredible to even believe this couldn’t be him. 


And there was the picture, taped to the wall with a piece of 
tape that looked to be older than | was. 


“He eat here every day almost.” 
There was no mistaking. This was my father. 


| felt my knees weaken and | went to the ground, to avoid 
hurting myself from a potential fall if | fainted. 


“You okay, miss?” the lady said as she splashed some water 
on my face. 


“Never better,” | said, smiling. “Never better.” 


After that he was easy to track down. He was a hotshot 
advertising executive, which wasn’t surprising considering 
his larger than life personality. 


| researched him, and from what | could tell he had never 
married. He seemed to be married to his job, and his love of 
people. 


| wasn’t sure how the best way to contact him might be. | 
considered showing up on his doorstep, but then thought 
better. | knew he headed the digital advertising department 
for a large firm on Madison Avenue. And I was a millennial. | 
combined the two thoughts and took the most logical way. | 
emailed him. 


Not only was | surprised that he’d reply to my email, but | 
was even more surprised how friendly he was about 
everything. He was so positive and open to anything he 
could do for me. 


A week later | was in New York meeting him. He hugged me 
at the airport, and took me to a nice dinner. He even took a 
couple days off work to show me around. In a world full of 
crazy headlines and often too much negativity, this was one 
story that had a happy ending. 


He never got to be my dad when I was younger. As much as 
that meant no first steps, first boyfriends, and first...well, 
everything, it also meant no punishments, parenting, or 
curfews, and maybe that made it so much easier for both of 
us to be more like friends. At least at first. | can’t deny | 
cried | was so happy and sad at the same time. Sad | had 
missed so much time with this amazing man, but so happy 


that that story had ended. A new story would be written and 
he’d be included in every step. 


Included so much, that he even agreed to help me with this 
business. He never thought | was too young, or too 
inexperienced. He knew | was an excellent student and 
finished what | started. 


He was looking to leave New York and move back to 
California. He had plenty of money saved up and said he’d 
be happy to give me the seed money for my project after | 
presented him with a detailed business plan including a 
comprehensive study of the area, tourism market, and a 
number of other factors. 


| told him I’d never be able to repay him. He told me | 
already had. 


CHAPTER 10 


Christian 

Two week later 
he doesn’t hear me when I enter the room. She's 
standing on her tiptoes brushing teak oil onto the 


wood in the reception room of her spa. 


We're on schedule, but still busting our butts to finish on 
time. 


And speaking of butts, my eyes are drawn to hers like a heat 
seeking missile. 


It’s well over a hundred degrees and she’s in shorts at least 
a size too small. Standing on her tiptoes only accentuates 
her amazing apple bottom. 

| lean against the doorway and bite my knuckles. Damn, | 
want to finish this on time without distractions, but damn if | 
don’t want her more. 


| put down my paint can without making a sound and slide 
in behind her. 


When my hands find her hips, it’s as if she was expecting it. 
Her head turns and | see that she’s smiling. 


“Aren’t those hands supposed to be working with wood right 
now?” 


“There’s one log I’m saving just for you.” 


Her eyes drift down and she can see I’m pitching a tent in 
my pants. 


“That’s definitely a big log, and it sure looks like a hard 
wood.” 


“The hardest,” | say. “Plus these hands would rather 
gripping your soft, sensuous curves.” 


She turns to face me. The brush drops from her hands. 


I’ve still got my hands on her hips, and | easily lift her off the 
ground and into my arms. 


Her legs are wrapped around my waist and she’s staring into 
my eyes letting me know I’m not the only one who wants it. 


She leans in and her mouth meets mine. Finally, after weeks 
| taste her and damn if the wait wasn’t worth it. 


| grab the bottom of her shirt and feel her thighs tighten 
around my waist as | lift her plain white T up and over her 
head. | get my first look at the front of her, in her white lace 
bra and I’m so hard | realize | can explode before | even get 
her clothes off. | want her that bad. 


She leans back into me and cups my face with both hands. 
We're devouring each other’s faces as | feel her hair fall 
around our faces. 


She smells fresh, and girly...so feminine, but there’s also 
that scent from the wood that’s drifting in the air. It’s an 
intoxicating mix of the two thing | want most in this world, 


and the more time we spend together I’m realizing that as 
much as | love woodworking, | may have unexpectedly 
found the one thing that could take its place. The one thing 
that could be my muse. Her. 


She runs her hands along my chest as her tongue slides 
around mine. 


| carry her across the room, towards a wall that’s not covered 
in oil. Her back touches the smooth surface allowing me to 
lean back and take in a deeper look at her. Oh yeah...she 
can be my muse all right. She’s all curves and no edges, 
with proportions to die for. She’s going to be the death of 
me...and energize my life at the same time. 


| reach for her bra and unhook it with a twist of my index 
and middle fingers. | slowly peel it to the side and watch as 
her breasts fall out one by one, before | peel it all the way 
back and toss it to the side. 


Her areolas are a darkish pink and her nipples are hard. | 
dive into her right breast sucking her nipple as my fingers 
knead her globe. Her skin is so soft, unlike mine, which is 
filled with scratches and calluses from my hours of manual 
labor. 


| pull my mouth from her breast and rub my five o’clock 
shadow across her chest. God, she feels amazing. 


She reaches for my white T. | raise my arms as she balances 
her back against the wall, easily allowing her to pull my T up 
and over my head in one motion and throw it to the ground. 
She leans back in and I can feel her skin touch mine. 


This is how things are supposed to be. Now and forever. I’ve 
felt this girl, and there’s no going back. 


| set her down and spin her around, pressing my groin into 
her ass. My denim rubs against her thin cotton fabric as | 
lean into her, reaching my arms around cupping her 
breasts. She’s got her hands flat against the wall and she’s 
pressing her ass right into my cock. 


| can’t take this anymore. 

| tug at my zipper and my cock flips out. 

She turns to get a look, but | deny her, fisting her hair and 
tugging down and back. Her face moves up and her spine 
arches. I’m giving her breast a deep massage with one hand 
and with the other I’m pulling on her hair. | can hear her 
breathing hard, until her breaths turn to moans. | release 
her breast and grab her shorts, tugging them to her mid 
thigh. 

| see what’s mine and slide in to take it. 

“Do you have a condom?” 

“I’m clean. | Swear.” 


“| believe you, but still...just for piece of mine.” 


“It’s in the car, but do you really need it? | want to feel you. 
| need to feel you.” 


“Me too, but | can’t take any chances right now, and | don’t 
want to bleed all over you.” 


“If it’s that time of the month we can do it in the shower.” 


“It’s not...that time of the month.” 


“You won't bleed then. I'll be careful.” 

“I will bleed, no matter how careful you are.” 

| pull back, wondering how we went from hot and heavy to 
something that feels like a negotiation. I’m still hard, but 


something’s off, and | don’t like it. Then it hits me. 


“Wait a minute. You’re not saying, what | think you’re saying 
are you?” 


“Uh huh.” 
“Never?” 
“Never.” 


My hands fall to my sides and | feel like I’ve been kicked in 
the stomach. 


My hands rise up and | bury my face in them, making a big 
circle before dropping my hands again. 


“Okay. Well.” 

“I’m sorry. Really. | mean, I’m ready, we can still do this.” 
“We can’t,” | say. 

“But | want to. I’m ready.” 

“It’s not that,” | say, realizing what this all means...realizing 
just how special this is and what an amazing treasure I’ve 


found all for myself. | already wanted her with everything | 
have, but now | realize | will be the only one to ever have 


her. The one to own her. It gives me a feeling of pride, and 
the sense of responsibility that comes with it. Damn, I’m the 
luckiest man on the face of the planet. | already knew it, but 
this just solidifies it even more. 


I’ve found the one girl that | wasn’t even looking for, and 
she’s so damn perfect. And not only that, all this time she 
was Saving herself just for me. 


I lean in and kiss her on the forehead. 


“I know that you’re ready. I’m ready too. But we're not 
ready. This won’t just be your first time...which is the most 
special gift you could give me. This will be our first time... 
and I’m going to give you a special gift too.” 


| see her smile, and I’m glad this has turned into something 
positive for her too. There’s no way | ever want her to feel 
bad or like | don’t want her. Damn, do I ever want her. And 
because | want her so much, and forever, that I’m going to 
make her first time the most memorable moment of her life, 
just as it will be the most memorable moment of mine. 


CHAPTER 11 


Avery 
Three weeks later 
hink they'll leave a review on TripAdvisor?” Christian 
Says, and we wave good-bye to the last of our 


celebrity guests. 


| laugh so hard it hurts. “Wouldn’t it be funny if we were on 
there?” 


“I can imagine the reviews now. Something like this...1 was 
having a massage and looked over and saw Lady GiGi’s 
boobs! Dude!...you’ve got to check this place out.” 

| try to subdue my laughing. “Thankfully no frat boys this 
weekend. And speaking of this weekend...we did it! That 
underground high society world of private endorsements 
and exclusivity. No one will ever know, except those in the 
know.” 

“Are you working on our new slogan already?” 

| laugh again and turn to kiss him. 

“You look beautiful,” he says. “And I’m so proud of you.” 


“Thank you. | may look beautiful to you, but to me | feel like 
a wreck. I’m exhausted!” 


“Five weeks of non-stop work will do that to you.” 


“| just want to sleep for the next five.” 
“| can’t promise five, but | can promise two.” 


| pull my head back from his chest and look up into those 
big blue bedroom eyes of his. 


“Do tell.” 

“I’ve already coordinated with Chris.” 

“Coordinated what?” 

“He’s going to run things for the next two weeks. lIt 
shouldn’t be too difficult now that we’ve got the spa and 
resort off the ground and everything working perfectly. All 
he’ll have to do is check-ins, and service client requests.” 
“Christian, you’re not telling me what you coordinated.” 
“Better if | show you.” 

He takes me by the hand and leads me into our office. 


He bends down and taps gently on the side of the desk. 


“What in the world are you doing?” | ask as | laugh at the 
unusualness of his activities. 


A small tab of wood slides out where it had appeared to be 
flush. 


He grabs the tab and pulls it open. 


“Secret door?” 


“| build the table, | build in the tricks,” he winks. 


There’s a white envelope standing on end, which he grabs 
and hands to me. 


“What is this?” 

“It’s for you. Open it.” 

| look up at him and realize that no matter what’s inside, this 
man is truly special. He’s always one step ahead of the 
game, and that’s why thoughts of him are firmly planted in 
my heart. 

| carefully open it and slide out a piece of paper. There are 
two electronic boarding passes. | read the destination. Six 
weeks ago | wouldn’t have known the destination, but after 
my time with him | certainly do now. 

“Denpasar!” 

“That’s right, baby. We're going back to Bali.” 


“Not the first time for either of us though.” 


“But our first time...together.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Avery 
‘ve never felt so relaxed in my entire life. 


Wayan, Christian’s friend, picks us up from the airport 

and takes us to our accommodation. After sitting on the 
plane for hours, the last thing we wanted to do was sit some 
more, so Wayan does the logical thing...he takes us surfing. 


lve only been here a few hours and I'm already 
remembering what | loved so much about this place, and 
why Christian has devoted so much of his life to it. 


After surfing we had worked up an appetite and there was 
only one place we could go. 


| get out of the car and walk into the restaurant. Seconds 
later | am greeted with that familiar smile. | haven’t seen 
her in years, and our time together had been extremely 
brief, but she remembers me and | certainly remember her. 


“Putu!” | say as | try to maneuver through the tables as 
quickly as | can to reach her. We greet each other with a 
hug, and immediately start catching up. 


Christian doesn’t seem to mind. He’s spotted some people 
he knows at one of the tables and sits down with them for a 
coconut juice. 


After lunch, we head back to the accommodation for a quick 
rest before making our way back out to do some shopping 


and sightseeing. 

Christian is a celebrity. Everywhere we go people are 
stopping to ask how he’s been. They know him by name 
and he knows them by theirs. 

The more time | spent with this wonderful man the more | 
can see how much he truly cares about people, and why 
they care so much about him. He may have come off as 
rough around the edges at first, but | can see his heart was 
in the right place, as was mine. And now there’s only one 
place for my heart. In his hands. | was ready to give it to 
him. 


After a beautiful dinner overlooking the water we walk back 
to our accommodation. 


“It’s like we have the entire resort to ourselves,” | say. 
He smiles. 

“What are you smiling about?” 

He starts whistling a mischievous tune. 

“Out with it,” | say, as | playfully slap him on the arm. 


“We do have the place to ourselves. | booked out the entire 
resort.” 


“You're joking me?” 
“Not at all.” 


“That’s why | haven’t seen any staff since we checked in.” 


“I told them we could fend for ourselves for the first three 
days, and then it would be okay to come check on us.” 


“Three whole days?” 
“Yep.” 
“What about the sheets?” 


“There are plenty of spares in the closet. Special request of 
mine.” 


“You dirty devil.” 
“You have no idea.” 


| grab him by the arm. “I have some idea...and I’m looking 
forward to finding out about a whole lot more.” 


“No need to look forward anymore,” he says, sweeping me 
off my feet before | even know what happened. 


CHAPTER 13 


Avery 
e pauses as he holds me in his arms beside the bed. 
“Just for you.” 


| look down and see rose petals in the shape of a heart on 
top of the sheet. 


“AWWW.” 
He gently places me on the bed and lifts his white linen shirt 
up over his head. He slides out of his pants and underwear 


and stands there completely nude in front of me. 


“We should spend as much of this vacation nude as we 
can...from the first moments to the last.” 


“Agreed,” | say, as | slide out of my clothes and lay out 
before him on the bed. 


He paces the exterior of the bed like a lion stalking its prey. 
He’s just staring at me, his eyes wandering across my body 
from head to toe, and it’s making me drip with anticipation. 
“What?” | ask. 

“It’s perfect.” 


“What’s perfect?” 


“This. Here. You. Everything.” 


“You're perfect,” | say, as he brings the mosquito net down 
around the bed. | haven’t noticed a single bug all day, but 
I'm definitely not going to complain about the romantic 
atmosphere it provides. 


He slides in on top of me, supporting his weight just above 
me with his forearms, which are resting just to either side of 
my head. 


“This is the moment I’ve been waiting for.” 
“And the moment I’ve been waiting for.” 
“Your entire life.” 


“Yes,” | say. Now’s the time and I’m not afraid to say it. “For 
you. | was always waiting for you.” 


“And you'll never wait again, because now I'm yours 
forever,” he says as he gently lowers his lips to meet mine. 


His skin is just grazing mine. | can feel his strength, his 
muscles, but at the same time | can feel his tenderness. 
Most of all | can feel the anticipation. The anticipation from 
his erection, which | can feel. And the anticipation that our 
just ever so light skin-to-skin contact is creating. He must 
sense it too, because he lowers himself down onto me and 
takes my body in his hands. 


His hands move up and down my sides. | can feel his 
calluses. There is so much masculinity in everything he 
does, in every part of him. 


“Your skin feels amazing,” he says in that voice that sounds 
like a smooth Tennessee whiskey that’s been aged in the 
finest oak barrels for centuries. 


“You feel amazing,” | say as | take his cock in one hand and 
his run my other along his chest. | can feel the definition of 
his massive muscles, and the definition of where his shaft 
meets the head of his circumcised tip. As much as I want to 
feel him inside me, | want this moment to last forever. 


And it does, as he kisses along my neck and runs a finger 
across my cheek before slowly parting my lips and inserting 
his finger in my mouth. | take it gladly and suck its length, 
and am soon rewarded with a second finger, and then a 
third. 


And as amazing as his fingers feel in my mouth, I’m feeling 
even more aroused when | feel the fingers from his other 
hand parting my lips down below before they trace circles 
around my clit. 


| feel the blood pumping through my veins, as his kisses 
slide down my midsection and onto my folds. He slides in 
two fingers just as he takes my clit in his mouth, gently 
maneuvering it inside the tender warmth of his lips as his 
fingers find my spot. 


My forearms tighten and | grab a handful of the sheet 
beneath me. My stomach contracts as my back arches and | 
feel a warm wave of liquid release as my body achieves 
complete relaxation immediately following a period of 
intense focus. 


“You taste as sweet as honey,” he whispers from down below. 


| hear him but | say nothing. My head’s still spinning and | 
wonder how | got by so long on my rabbit, which will never 
find its way out of my panty drawer again. 


“You like the way I taste?” | say. 


| want you to cum again so | can put it in a cup and drink it 
all day long. Just sip on it to remind me of you. To make me 
think of you. To remind me what I’ve got waiting as soon as 
we're alone together, or even when we're not. When we're 
naked on the beach. Naked climbing the mountain. Naked 
under the water. | can’t wait to touch you, taste you, and 
feel every last part of you everywhere.” 


He makes me feel so beautiful | feel almost guilty. | never 
looked at myself this way, but the way he talks to me sends 
my self-confidence sky high. | reach down and take his face 
in my hands, bringing it to up to mine. I’m drowning in a 
sea of kisses, being sucked under by his immense pull. | 
never felt so good. 


His mouth comes off mine and he leans back on his shins. 
He takes his cock in one hand and stares down at my 
opening. 


“You're still dripping wet.” 
“| can’t stop,” | say. 


“Good, because | want your juices to cover my cock. | want 
my cock to smell like you. For your pussy to own it, as l'II 
own you when | cum deep inside you. And as soon as | do, 
we'll have sex again and l'Il pull out and cum all over you 
and you'll smell like me. l'Il own you from the inside out and 
everywhere in between.” 


He rubs the tip of his cock along my crease, driving my 
nerve endings wild. | grab the sheets and slide down 
towards him, hoping his cock will drive deep inside me. 


“Not just yet,” he says, leaning back and preventing me 
from having what | want so badly. 


“Not until you can’t take anymore.” 

“I can’t take anymore,” | say. “Fuck me, Christian.” 

He’s still guiding his cock up and down my crease, coming 
oh so close to entering me, but just not quite. It’s driving 
me mad and making me wetter and wetter. 

“Are you ready?” 

“I’m ready.” 

“Ready to be mine now and forever.” 

“Yes,” | Say. 

“I want you, and | want to cum deep inside you.” 

“I want you to.” 

“You want me to...or you need me to?” 

“| need you to.” 

“And | need to too,” he says as | feel his tip enter me as | lose 
my breath. At first it’s too big, but I’m so wet and he’s 


barely in that | start to accommodate his girth. He’s rocking 
Slowly to open me up and it’s working. Every few 


movements | feel a little more of him, then a little more, and 
a little more until he’s buried deep within me. 


I'd seen his cock before but feeling it inside me is a totally 
different sensation. It hurts so good, and all | can think 
about is how much | want this to continue. 


My thoughts are quickly interrupted as my mind comes 
racing back from its blissful state and into the moment as | 
feel my body tighten again and the hurricane unleashes 
between my thighs. | lean forward and grab him him by the 
hips pulling him deeper and deeper into me. 


| can feel my fluids everywhere as | look up at his face as see 
the pleasure he’s getting in getting me off. 


My pussy clamps on his cock, but he’s too strong...too 
powerful. He’s taken everything my cunt has and | fall back 
onto my back, which he takes as a sign to increase his 
speed. 


The friction and animalistic behavior is a whole new 
sensation. “Fuck me harder!” 


“You're gonna get fucked all right,” he says as he grabs me 
by the hips and pulls my ass off the bed. He’s drilling me 
hard, and | feel weightless. He’s a savage beast who’s taken 
me and I’m getting the all the benefit of the fantasy. 


He’s hammering and hammering and | feel his balls 
bouncing off the underside of me as he slams into my pubic 
bone. He’s hitting me just right and | feel myself ready to 
unleash again. 


“I’m going to cum!” 


“Cum now!” he shouts, and | obey just as | feel a volcano 
explode inside me. 


“Ahhhhhhhhh!” he yells as his fingers dig into my skin as he 
holds me locked in place. | can feel his dick pulsating inside 
me and unleashing load after load deep into me. 


I’m sweating. I’m shaking. And I’m loving every second. 


He breathes out deep and collapses on top of me, still buried 
inside me. 


He lays on top of me for a solid two minutes before rolling to 
the side of me, a popping sound as his dick pulls out of me, 
my pussy left with a tremendous void. 


“That was definitely worth waiting twenty-one years for,” | 
say, and hear him laughing next to me. 


“But | definitely can’t wait any longer to do that again,” | say 
rolling on top of him. 


He’s still hard when | straddle him. 
“Good,” he says. “Neither can |.” 


He grabs my hips as I ride him. | think I’m in control, but I’m 
not fooling anyone. 


I’m so light and powerless when I’m in his hands. And that’s 
just how | want it. 


| finally have a man | can trust, respect, and give myself to. 
And the way | feel now reaffirms that the wait was more than 
worth it. Worth it because of him. 


EPILOGUE 


Avery 
Five months later 
ack to the scene of the crime,” | say. 


“If loving you is a crime, then lock me up and throw 
away the key,” he says. 


I'm half way through my pregnancy and we're closing in on 
our first half year with the resort and spa in Palm Springs. 
It’s been a tremendous success, so much so that it’s time to 
expand. 


We took meetings with a few franchising firms, but didn’t 
feel it was in line with what we wanted to accomplish. After 
a few sleepless nights we reminded ourselves that the value 
of our brand was the people, and that the only way we could 
expand was if we did it ourselves. That’s what we were in 
Bali to do. 


| had set up a meeting with Putu, and she had gladly 
accepted. Foreigners can’t have what’s called a freehold 
title, or hak milik as it’s known in Bali, but locals of course 
can. That’s where Putu came in. We already loved her to 
death, and had both known her for quite some time now so 
it made sense to put the Indonesia branch of Pink Palms in 
her name. And why not? She had already agreed that she 
would be more than happy to run this business with us, and 
be our CEO for the Bali arm of our operation. 


It was amazing how small, and beautiful, the world was. The 
Same woman who had led me to my father, would now lead 
my business. | couldn’t have written such a fairy tale ending 
if | had tried. 


And the best part of the fairy tale was that | was living it... 
with him. Christian Carpenter. The man who had pushed 
me at the beginning so hard that | had pushed back, and 
even pushed him away. But he wouldn’t give up on the 
thought of us, pushing me even more. And the next thing | 
knew | had everything | have today. And of course it would 
mean nothing if | didn’t have him. 


And just as he had given me my first amazing business idea, 
and my first sexual experience that was as equally full of 
love...now he was giving me a family. He gave me 
everything, including his heart. 


“It’s good to be back,” he says, as he reaches down and 
kisses me on the head. 


“You just feel the stress melt away, don’t you,” | say. 

“| never feel stress when you're by my side.” 

“And me with you,” | say. 

“And that’s the one thing | can’t stress enough. That’s where 
you will forever and always be...by my side. Because | love 


you.” 


“Just as much as | love you.” 


The End 


Thanks for reading! 
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SNEAK PEEK: ITALIAN STALLION 


“When in Rome, do a Roman.” 
I’m Roman D'Angelo, but I’m no angel. 


One helluva f*** and one night of heaven are all any woman 
will ever get from me. And I don’t f*** virgins. 


So how was | supposed to know? 


Know that she just wanted to pop her cherry before heading 
home to finish college? Know that | was her dad’s best 
friend? And know that she was the most incredible young 
woman in the world, and that she was going to have me as 
off balance as the Leaning Tower of Pisa? 


She may have come to see the Mona Lisa, but making Lisa 
moan makes me c**. Mamma mia! 


She tells me it’s time to go, but I won’t stop until she’s 
walking down the aisle of the cathedral, making her 
mine forever. 


*lItalian Stallion is an insta-everything standalone romance 
with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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